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TWO SONNETS 

I. A Footprint 

On yester morn, at early matin call, 
(The thrush's matins) as I trod the glade, 
And saw the dreamy beryl slowly fade, 

And flush to gold along the woodland wall, 

And sensed the dews, and felt the soothing thrall 
Of balms distilled within the slumberous shade, 
I dropped my gaze, and lo, the loam betrayed 

A single clear-limned footprint, — that was all! 

Aye ! that was all ! and yet that cloven hoof 
Awakened fancy till before my eyes 

Trooped by the pageant of an elder dawn ; 
And I beheld from coppices aloof 

Pass, pipes upraised, head held in antic wise, 
The goat-hoof Pan and many a dancing faun ! 

II. A Silent Nocturne 

We wandered down the dewy terraces 

Where fireflies glittered in a golden band ; 

With no word spoken we could understand 
How dusk was filled with silent harmonies. 
No soft articulation moved the trees ; 

There was no wafture of a rose's hand ; 

Beauty that brooded o'er the lovely land 
Betrayed no breath to wake a slumbering breeze. 

There was a water where no ripple stirred, 
A surface misty with miraculous white, 

Wherein the moon, reduplicate from on high, 
Came down as Dian did from out the sky, 
And lay, the while no slightest sigh was heard, 
A perfect lily on the pool of Night. 

Clinton Scollard. 
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